Gustave Flaubert Letters

tentionally the one nor the other. I have always tried to go
into the soul of things and to stick to the greatest generalities,
and I have purposely turned aside from the accidental and
the dramatic. No monsters and no heroes!

You say to me: "I have no literary advice to give you; I
have no judgments to formulate on the authors, your friends,
etc." Well? indeed! but I implore advice, and I am waiting
for your judgments. Who, pray, should give them, and who,
pray, should formulate them, if not you?

Speaking of my friends, you add "my school." But I am
ruining my temperament in trying not to have a school! A
priori, I spurn them, every one. The people whom I see often
and whom you designate cultivate all that I scorn and are in-
differently disturbed about what torments me. I regard as
very secondary, technical detail, local exactness, in short the
historical and precise side of things, I am seeking above all
for beauty, which my companions pursue but languidly. I
see them insensible when I am ravaged with admiration or
horror. Phrases make me swoon with pleasure which seem
very ordinary to them. Goncourt is very happy when he has
seized upon a word in the street that he can stick in a book,
and I am well satisfied when I have written a page without as-
sonances or repetitions. I would give all the legends of Ga-
varni for certain expressions and master strokes, such as "the
shade was nuptial, august and solemn!" from Victor Hugo, or
this from Montesquieu: "the vices of Alexander were extreme
like his virtues. He was terrible in his wrath. It made him
cruel."

In short, I try to think well, in order to write well. But
writing well is my aim, I do not deny it.

"I lack a well-defined and extended vision of life." You
are right a thousand times over, but by what means could it
be otherwise? I ask you that. You do not enlighten my
darkness with metaphysics, neither mine nor that of others.
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